came to me with an urgent pica that I stay for another three
days and go into Antwerp! Three thousand Canadian^
have just come in from the front line, and even though the
enemy was only three miles outside the city they wanted a
show and had asked for the Gertrude Lawrence Unit.

I quickly wrote out two cables to be sent through the
War Office in London: one to Gilbert Miller, who was
expecting me daily to start rehearsals on a new play, and the
other to Richard, telling of the colonel's request.

We drove the forty-five kilometres from Brussels to
Antwerp and put on our shows at the E.N.S.A. Music Hall,
It was my farewell performance on the Western Front, and
it was played to the accompaniment of gunfire. British tanks
of the Guards' armoured division had captured the city
proper just twenty days before, but the Germans were still
in command of the suburb of Merxem. This put Yon
Rundstedt approximately three thousand yards from the
theatre.

The hall was packed with Canadians and a dash of British
and Yanks. I made my entrance to the last eight bars of
"Some Day I'll Find You," and swung immediately into
"A Lovely Way to Spend an Evening."

"Isn't it/' I thought, as a shell burst close by. I asked over
the footlights: "Is there a Joe in the house? Anybody here
named Joe?"

Of course there was; there always is. He was sitting in
the second row, which made it easy to sing directly to him:
"A Guy Named Joe." He slumped down in his seat and
I could see his neck and ears get red, but the other fellows
enjoyed his discomfiture as much as the song itself and joined
in the chorus. Then an E.N.S.A, corporal unrolled a placard
with the words of the song on it.
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